Gerbier gave a half-smile. He knew that an assumed name
often revealed an element of character when the person chose it
himself. This one had come into the resistance movement bringing
with him the religion of secret societies.

"He's been crying for a long time for a tough assignment,"
Felix added.

Lemasque turned to Gerbier.

"I came more than an hour ago/* he said, speaking very rapidly,
"to put everything in order. That's when I saw the awful business
next door. They got here this morning, or during the night at
the earliest. I passed by here in the evening and there wasn't any-
body. When I saw the open shutters I ran out to call Felix on the
phone, but he was already on his way. There was nothing to be
done, was there?"

"Absolutely nothing, I assure you, absolutely nothing," said
Gerbier, with all the deliberation and all the evenness of tone
that he could put into a few words.

This lad spoke too much, spoke too low, spoke too fast.

"It's a good spot," Gerbier went on, "we'll manage,"

"We can go on to the questioning, if you wish," said Lemasque.
"Everything is ready up there in the attic. It's a little like a court.
I've put armchairs, a table, some paper."

Gerbier half smiled and said,

"We're not here to hold a trial."

"We're here for this," said Felix impatiently.

He had pulled from his pocket the butt of his revolver that he
had been continually fingering. The metal shone in the half-
light. Lemasque glanced for the first time toward Dounat. The
latter was leaning against a wall and was looking at no one.

The men who surrounded him continued to lack volume and
reality. But things were armed with a power he had never known
them to have. The crumbling ceiling, the mouldy walls and the
furniture seemed to wait, observe and understand. The objects
had the relief, the substance and the density that Dounat no
longer had. Yet his eyes eventually had fastened on the drab,
reddish-brown quilt. Dounat recognised it. In the dubious hotels,
in-the poor transient houses where, between missions, he had been
lucky enough to meet Frangoise, Dounat had always seen this
quilt. This also belonged to another age of the world. Refine-
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